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Degeneration 
Charlotte McCown, 3rd Place 
Essay 
Rock concerts are not what they used to be. Used 
to be that you could sit in the bleachers or stand on the 
floor-on the floor, there is standing room only­
without too much hassle. It was no biggie. I got a cheap 
thrill out of watching the people. You could always find 
people to watch, no matter where you chose to watch 
the people from. 
Concerts have changed. Nearly all things change. I 
get bored at concerts. I get hyperkinetic at concerts. I go 
from one extreme to the other during a single 
performance. I don't usually do drugs at concerts. At 
least not any more. I don't feel safe. I don't trust people 
the way I used to. I don't trust myself to get into a 
drug-induced state of confusion. I stay pretty well 
confused as it is. 
You know, I find myself starting to ask the same 
questions my parents used to fire at me. I ask myself 
why I spend a small fortune just for a ticket. I ask myself 
why I drive marathon distances just to watch a few 
people make a lot of amplified noise. The distortion is 
ridiculous. Have you ever noticed that? It is almost 
agonizing to sit through. What could be so appealing 
about that? I must be some sort of glutton for 
punishment. Or maybe I'm just an aging problem child. 
That's what my parents must think. I guess it makes 
even less sense to them. 
Have you been to a concert lately? Have you seen 
the people standing in line to get in three hours before 
the actual performance? You see all types. It's part of 
the overall amusement. For me, at least. You know, I 
have seen women who look about seven months 
pregnant stand on their feet longer than I can. I'm not 
pregnant. I'm not exactly an athletic disaster, either. I 
just find it uncomfortable. 
I have even seen people as old as my grandparents 
waiting in line at the door. I've had identity crises, too, 
but they were mild compared to what these people must 
be going through. Thank God my parents have the 
decency to stay at home and babysit the television. 
couldn't handle that kind of embarrassment. I'd be 
afflicted for life. 
Then there are the juveniles. They are the most 
intriguing. They offer the most entertainment. You look 
at them and wonder how so many little teens could 
have been born so close together. Then you wonder 
how they all managed to get out of the house at the 
same time-for the same reason. You know, I couldn't 
even go to a football game without parental supervision 
when I was their age. They must tell more convincing 
lies. My lies were always more incriminating than 
convincing. 
These kids are unreal. You know, I have seen kids 
that look about fourteen sit directly in front of me and 
pop pills, snort snow, and outdrink me in fifteen 
minutes. I know that must take practice. It isn't just a 
once-in-a-while deal. They use words that still embarrass 
me and I consider myself basically an adult. I also see 
increasing belligerence. I saw a kid sitting in front of me 
throw a lighted paper airplane (made from a program, 
no doubt) into a mob of people. He laughed until he got 
ill. What kind of amusement is that? I'm just grateful to 
the gods that he was sitting in front of me and not 
behind me. 
One time I saw an invalid in a wheel chair cruising 
in and out of the people standing in the floor section. 
When the lights came on for intermission, I saw him 
again. He was still cruising around the floor in high gear, 
but this time he was only on two wheels. People are 
crazy. If you were helpless to the point that you had to 
ride in a chair, would you go around trying to balance 
yourself on your back wheels? I doubt if anyone would 
(or could) have helped him if he had fallen. He was 
lucky no one made him fall. Evidently no one ever told 
him, "Don't trust people. People will hurt you." My 
mother has told me that ever since I was old enough to 
sit in the car while she ran an errand. She always made 
me lock the doors. 
I love to sit in the nose-bleed section and watch 
from a distance. The band looks like a colony of ants. 
All you can really discern is motion. I figure all clusters 
of hippies look just about alike. Up in the stratosphere of 
an auditorium, you can see a lot more of what's going 
on with the people. You can still watch the people who 
parade around the aisles all night long. I counted how 
many times the same three girls walked by me the last 
time I went to a concert. They marched for two solid 
hours and made exactly twenty-three rounds in the 
auditorium. I wonder how many miles that is. They 
couldn't have gotten much out of the show, but they 
sure gave a performance of their own. 
Wearing apparel is more fashionable if it is left at 
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home. Even the guys wear as little as possible. They 
don't bother to button their shirts. They don't know 
what an undershirt is. But the girls are the best. The girls 
come out in freezing temperatures with tube tops and 
denims that are beyond repair. If they had on jackets 
before, their best friends must be guarding them while 
they sport around and scout the place out. 
I get off on the T-shirts. You know, you can get an 
education just from T-shirts. I saw a guy one time 
wearing a black shirt with a counter slogan to a popular 
bumper sticker that says "Have you hugged your kid 
today?" His shirt said "Have you slugged your kid 
today?" He looked like a kid himself, but not exactly in 
the all-American image. Can you imagine? My parents 
would roll over and die if I ever dared to step out in 
something like that. And, of course, you have your 
basic average and ordinary hi-fi promotion slogans and 
the fluorescent type shirts with embossed photographs 
of other popular bands from other concerts. And 
always, inevitably, there are the people who buy T-shirts 
from the performing band and run to the bathroom for a 
quick change. If you didn't get a chance to read the 
actual shirt, you can still tell who those people are. 

